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	1. Chapter 1

Lioness

Negan paced slowly in front of Rick and his group, swinging that damn bat he called Lucille. As he opened his mouth to speak, a sharp voice interrupted him.

"Really? Seriously? You've got these folks on their knees, some of them obviously badly hurt and you're going to pace around and swing that stupid bat around and run your yap for God knows how long?"

Negan stopped in his tracks and frowned. "Who the fuck is interrupting me?" he barked.

From behind Rick's group a man came forward dragging a woman. She was small, but apparently could take care of herself judging from the scratch marks and bloodied nose the man sported. She herself had a swelled and bleeding lip and an eye that would be purple soon.

Negan raised an eyebrow. "Who is this?" he asked, interest obvious on his face.

The man dragging her along smirked. "One of Ezekiels's. Thought we got 'em all, but she slipped away. Tracked her down though and just now got back with her," he said proudly, then yelped in surprise as the woman viciously elbowed him in the abdomen.

Negan laughed. "Well I'd heard he has a tiger, didn't know he had a lioness too," he crooned as he stepped closer to the woman and ran his eyes appreciatively over her figure. She was curvy but fit, with a wealth of auburn curls spilling messily over her shoulder, loose from her struggles with the man. Her eyes met Negan's without hesitation, and she smiled contemptuously before she spit at him. Negan laughed again.

"Damn this little lady has more fight in her than all of you poor bastards put together," he crowed to Rick and his group.

The woman snorted. "Oh for Christ's sake you stupid asshole. You've got them surrounded by your fuckboys after having beaten some of them," and here she ventured a glance at the group, "and it looks like at least one has been shot. What kind of fight do you expect them to have?"

Negan smirked at her. "Am I supposed to just let them go? They've killed my men, a lot of my men, and they have to pay."

The woman snorted again in derision. "And how many of them have you killed? Or Hilltop? Or my group? But that's okay, right? Big Bad Negan can do whatever he wants, everyone else has to kowtow to him." She spat at him again. "Why don't you try fighting fair just once! One on one, none of your fucktards can help you when you start getting your ass handed to you. None of their group can help. If you win, they do as you say. If they win, you leave them the fuck alone," the woman shouted. Her chest heaved and angry tears spilled unheeded down her cheeks.

Negan nodded thoughtfully. "That's a very good idea. I'll let you pick who gets the honor of getting crushed with Lucille," he said as he swung his bat menacingly toward Rick's group.

"I guess you're deaf as well as stupid," she hissed. Negan turned toward her again and glared. "I said you fight one on one. No weapons-and that includes that piece of shit bat you have." She crossed her arms over her chest and tapped her foot impatiently.

By now, the woman had Rick's groups undivided attention. Who the hell was this woman? They each considered themselves brave and fearless after all they'd been through-but this woman was purposely goading Negan without hesitation. She was either incredibly brave or incredibly foolish.

Negan growled, his indulgence of this woman at an end. She was no longer amusing –he needed to shut her down before his men absorbed much more of her attitude. "Alright then. I'm game. You pick, and I'll fight that person. If I win, they do as I say AND one of them gets to meet Lucille up close and personal. If they win, and that WON'T happen, they can go and I leave them alone. FOR NOW."

The woman huffed a breath of disgust. "You fucking pussy," she sneered. Negan straightened up as if he'd been slapped.

"You're pushing your luck bitch," he snarled.

The woman shrugged carelessly. "You don't scare me. All you ever do is huff and puff and run your mouth….." here she began to mimic his stance and started to walk similar to how he'd been strutting in front of Rick's group. "Blah blah blah….meet Lucille…blah blah blah….you can cry, you can moan, but you can't scream….blah blah…." She stopped and smiled contemptuously at him. Negan had a look of rage on his face. The woman laughed. "What? Did you think your performances were private? I've watched you do this act a couple of times by now. Had to bite my lip to keep from laughing too loud," she shook her head in bemusement. "Jesus you're cheesy. What movie did you get all that crap from? One of those Xmen, Superman, Batman whatever you fuckboys used to read at those nerdnic book stores? Christ, I bet before all this happened you were lucky to get a date much less laid, you pathetic loser," she snarled.

Negan threw Lucille, barely missing Sasha, and roared. "You fucking bitch!" He stood clenching his fists –looking somewhat like a bull about to rush a matador. If he'd had a tail, it would be twitching.

The woman laughed. "Truth hurts doesn't it?" she taunted.

"I'm going to make you regret you ever met me," he hissed.

"I think it'll be the other way around," she whispered, standing her ground unblinking. Her eyes flicked to Abraham and then to Rick. Abraham's eyes widened and he cautiously looked over toward Rick. Rick looked as if someone had just slapped him awake. All of them started glancing at each other surreptiously, realizing that this was the distraction they needed to hopefully surprise Negan's men so they could make a break for it.

As Negan approached the woman, Abraham and the others with the exception of Maggie and Daryl, stood and began fighting back against some of the closer men. Glen grabbed Maggie and began leading her toward the RV. He would have to come back for Daryl, who was slumped half over barely conscious from blood loss.

Negan paid no attention to his men, confident that they would overpower Rick and his group. He continued to advance on the woman, incredulous that she wasn't backing away from him. As he launched himself at her, she neatly sidestepped him and hurled a kick at his side. He stumbled and looked at her in shock and surprise.

"What's the matter? Don't remember how to fight someone without a hundred guys to back your sorry ass up, and that crappy bat in your hand?" she snarled.

"Who the fuck are you?" he snarled.

"I'm someone who didn't survive all the bullshit going down the last two years or so only to have some miserable bully fuck up my plans," she spat back. "People like you never get it-you never see the big picture. All you ever think about is paying the world back for whatever wrongs you think it did you. Now that you've bullied your way into being some version of evil dictator like you used to read about in your stupid comic books, you think you're a big deal. You forgot that those guys always got their asses handed to them by the end of the story," she continued. She whistled and there was an answering whistle. Negan stared in shock as a group of men swarmed his and began helping Rick's group decimate his. "You fool. Did you really think your man caught me? It was a set up, so my men could follow us back to you." She laughed in derision and whistled again. Four men appeared and roughly began to bind Negan's hands behind his back.

The woman sauntered over and picked up Negan's bat where it lay abandoned. She swung it lightly as if testing its weight, then shook her head in disgust. Striding back she saw Glen trying to get Daryl up and standing and crossed over to help him. She placed Daryl's bloodied arm over her shoulder and began crossing to the RV with Daryl propped between her and Glen. As they passed Negan she tossed the bat at one of the men holding Negan. "Hold onto this for me, I've got something special planned for it," she mumbled. The man nodded and picked the bat up from the ground where it'd landed.

Negan struggled briefly against the men holding him. "Hey what are your plans for me?" he yelled to her.

"That's for me to know and you to think about," she said over her shoulder as they led Daryl over to the RV.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2

The RV was full of all the Alexandrians and a few men from the Kingdom. The rest of the men the woman had whistled for were herding up the remaining members of Negan's group and killing them. Negan himself had been dragged off to the van where Daryl, Michonne, Glen and Rosita had been held. Abraham sat in the driver's seat and looked curiously at the woman sitting in the passenger seat.

"Where to?" Abraham asked politely. This woman had his full respect and he would gladly do whatever she asked of him –he and his group owed this woman their lives. And possibly Maggie's baby's life as well.

The woman smiled back. "We'll go to my place. We've got a couple of doctors there who can take a look at your woman and the man who was shot."

Abraham nodded and started the RV up. He shifted into gear and began following a large truck that had appeared from the woods surrounding them. As he drove, he listened for sounds from behind him, wondering how Maggie was doing and how much blood Daryl had lost.

"Your place, how far is it?" Abraham asked after a few more minutes of silence.

"Closer than Hilltop, but in a different direction –we're further Northwest of Alexandria," she replied and lapsed into silence again.

"By the way, I'm Abraham. And I am mighty damn grateful you showed up when you did," he said, hoping to draw her into some type of conversation. He saw her glance sharply at him from the corner of his eye.

"I didn't just show up," she said tersely, "we've been following that fucker for weeks. We trade with Hilltop and we know all about their deal with him. When we found out months ago what Negan had done to them, we started planning for the eventual day he would come looking for us. Some of his assholes got one of our groups earlier today, and we got word that he was blockading roads to catch some of your group. So we decided we'd better move now while we had the chance to catch him off guard. The fool has gotten far too confident-never thought about anyone attacking him so he had the majority of his men out on the roads screwing with your group. We took out his base camp and some extensions and then started picking off the men at the blockades. You guys made it easy-they were so focused on catching you that they weren't paying attention."

Abraham nodded quietly. "Well, I thank you just the same. My family back there has been in some tight situations before-but this time I was convinced we weren't getting out of this one." Abraham caught Michonne's gaze in the rear view mirror and nodded. Michonne walked up toward the front of the RV and sat directly behind Abraham and turned her gaze toward the woman.

"Thank you," she said quietly.

The woman nodded and turned to look out the passenger side window out into the night. "How is the woman doing?" she asked quietly.

Michonne sighed. "Not well. She's burning up, getting dehydrated, cramping."

The woman turned quickly and frowned. "What's wrong with her?" she asked sharply.

Michonne met her gaze. "She's pregnant, about six months-maybe seven," she murmured.

The woman swore softly under her breath and rolled her window down to motion at another vehicle traveling to the side of them. The vehicle pulled up beside the RV and the woman leaned out slightly to shout to the other driver. "Stop a minute. There's a pregnant woman in here that needs to get to a doctor fast." She turned and considered a minute, then shouted again. "And a man that's been shot, lost a lot of blood." She motioned for Abraham to flash his lights at the vehicle ahead of them and stop the RV.

As soon as the RV stopped she scrambled out and yanked the larger RV door open. She pointed at Glen. "Get her out here and into the truck here. We can get her to a closer location-we have a doctor there too," she ordered briskly. Glen immediately began moving Maggie to a sitting position and with Eugene's help got her out of the RV and into the truck beside them. "Where's that man that was shot?" she asked. Rosita and Sasha half dragged Daryl out of the RV and toward the truck, his head lolling against Sasha's shoulder.

After securing them in the truck, the woman motioned Sasha and Rosita back into the RV. Rick now sat in the passenger seat and leaned out the open door. The woman shut the door in his face and motioned to the truck ahead of them to start moving again. "We've got a place close to here where those two can get medical care right away. When they're stable, we can bring them to where you'll be." As Rick started to protest, the woman shook her head. "No time to argue. Just follow the truck and in about another hour you'll be at one of my camps. You'll be safe there, we've sent word ahead to expect you." She smiled suddenly as she patted the side of the RV for Abraham to get moving. "Oh and your friends Carol and Morgan will see you there," she said as she turned and hopped into the passenger side of the truck and motioned for the driver to go.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3

It had only taken another twenty minutes to get to the closer camp, and Glenn knew his group would never have found this place on their own. The truck had pulled up to a farmstead-house, barn, outbuildings, silos. The truck had pulled right into the silo and they'd quickly unloaded the injured. After securing the silo door, one of the men had produced a flashlight and led them to a door hidden under hay scattered on the floor. Pulling it up, the woman had led the way down a stairway to what appeared to be an underground dwelling. At the look on Glen's face, she smiled.

"Preppers hideout. We took it over. Apparently whoever had designed this and stocked it hadn't made it to their own hideout. It's pretty extensive, can hold up to fifty down here-they were really prepared-generators, running water, food to last a couple of years….you name it." She continued talking as they strode quickly down a couple of halls past a few closed doors. Turning right she led the way into a large, well lit room that seemed to be the infirmary. Her men situated both Maggie and Daryl on beds and some women and men entered and began rapidly taking vital signs and assessing the two wounded.

The woman motioned Glen to take a seat and stood beside him, watching the crew strip Daryl's shirt off and begin examining the gunshot. "Don't worry, they're both in good hands. We've got some top medical people here as well as equipment."

Glen gazed at her, dumbfounded. "How?" he managed to gasp out as he watched a woman hook Maggie up to an IV.

"I was in the FBI-we knew something was going on. I was part of a group that started getting places set up in case shit hit the fan. Months before it actually did. Some of those places of course got overrun themselves when people turned," she looked at Glen quickly. "You know we're all infected, right?"

Glen nodded silently.

"Well, some of the so called bunkers were overrun when the very people hiding in them turned. I knew where some of the preppers had hideouts in this area-we'd been watching them for years in the event they tried to stir shit up and then hide. So some of us brought survivors from those bunkers to other places-like this one." She shrugged. "A lot more top of the food chain survived than the average person realizes. There's places like this all over the country-we keep connected by radio and satellite using off channels only military knew about."

Glen glared at her. "So all of the top people are safe and the rest of us are just stumbling along trying to survive?" he spat out angrily.

She nodded. "Yes, right now that's the way it is. Until they can get their shit together and start mobilizing to clean up all the destruction they caused bombing cities etc. It'll be at least another year before things can slowly start normalizing-not that anything will ever be what we considered normal a few years ago." She barked a harsh laugh. "Thank your lucky stars I'm in charge in this particular area though-anyone else would've let your group get slaughtered by that jackass-we're not supposed to draw attention to ourselves while we're getting plans in place. But I call bullshit on that. My group has been keeping an eye on things around here for a while, and I wasn't about to let Negan get away with mass murder and dictatorship." She sighed and shrugged. She watched the medical team work on Maggie silently for a few minutes then turned to look at Glen. "You can thank that girl Enid for your wife's condition," she said at last.

Glen tore his gaze away from Maggie and frowned. "What are you talking about?"

"Enid is one of Negan's spies. She did something to Maggie, to get some of your group out on the road. That's how Negan's guys knew where you were going. How they were able to block you. I don't really know what happened with your guy Daryl there-we were busy tracking the RV." She watched Glen as he absorbed this information.

"Where is she now?" he snarled.

She laughed. "Oh she's at the same place we took Negan to. Not here, but you'll see her sooner or later. Trust me, she is going to pay for what she's done to your group." She patted Glen on the shoulder and turned to leave. "I've got to catch up with the others and contact the other camps. There's a cot over there that you can rest on-I know you don't want to leave her alone," and she smiled sympathetically and left.


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4

The woman entered the room they had settled Glen, Maggie and Daryl in. Glen had insisted on Daryl being in the same room with he and Maggie, and she had agreed reasoning the injured man would be less anxious awaking in a room with familiar faces.

She crossed the room silently, taking in the sight of Glen sleeping with Maggie curled on her side beside him, Glen's hand resting protectively over Maggie's swelling abdomen. They had been able to stop the cramping, and the ultrasound had revealed the fetus to still be viable. The doctor who had examined Maggie had advised Glen that Maggie would need bedrest for the next few weeks to ensure an eventual full term and healthy delivery. Glen had agreed without hesitation. He had almost lost both Maggie and the baby and he was willing to risk his wife's not inconsiderable wrath to ensure she stayed healthy and prevent any more complications.

Her smile faded as she crossed the room toward the bed Daryl lay in. He had lost a lot of blood, and although her group had blood ready for transfusions it was a limited supply. Even with a transfusion, there was the problem of how he'd been weakened from the blood loss, beating, and emotional trauma he'd undergone earlier. She was sure he hadn't been in the healthiest condition before getting shot by that idiot Dwight. His entire group looked like they were running on fumes-eating but not necessarily proper food, lack of proper sleep and rest….constant stress…..they were all likely candidates for PTSD therapy back when there was such a thing. And from the scars she'd seen covering the man's back and chest it was likely he hadn't had an easy existence before the virus hit. They'd stripped his filthy and bloody clothing from him and cleaned him up as best as possible before slipping a hospital gown on him. That's when she'd caught a glimpse of his scars.

She stood by the bed, quietly watching him as he frowned and moved restlessly in his sleep. She knew the amount of pain medications he'd been given and was surprised he was moving at all. The doctor had wanted him as still as possible –his gunshot wound had been worsened by the manhandling he'd had benefit of Dwight. She sighed, and took a seat beside his bed. She hadn't been able to sleep and had gotten up to make herself a mug of chamomile tea hoping it would help. While she drank it she might as well keep an eye on him to make sure he didn't get too restless and injure his shoulder even more.


	5. Chapter 5

Chapter 5

Daryl and Beth stood outside the moonshine shack, watching it burn. Beth raised her middle finger to the shack, and then nudged him to do the same. As he stood watching the flames shoot higher in the sky, he caught a movement to his left out of the corner of his eye. Turning he was startled to see a woman with long red hair standing beside him. She looked familiar, but he knew somehow that she shouldn't be standing here with him and Beth. She turned to him and smiled and raised her hand in a one finger salute to the shack as well.

Daryl turned back to Beth, confusion plain on his face. Beth stepped closer to him and raised a hand to his cheek. He frowned now, realizing this was not how things had gone. He shook his head-he knew with the logic of dreams that he had dreamt this scene over and over in the months since Beth had died. And he'd never dreamt of anyone else being present or of Beth touching him. He opened his mouth to protest and Beth shook her head.

"Yes, your dream is different than usual. That's because your life is changing now-in a good way, if you choose to accept what's offered you." Beth nodded toward the woman to the left of Daryl and she stepped closer to the two. "This woman is going to help you and the others. You can trust her with your lives and your future. I've stayed with you longer than I should have, because I've been so worried that you would give up on everything and let something bad happen to you. You've been getting more and more reckless. But now I can leave because I know she'll take care of you. But it's up to you Daryl. You can take this chance and trust her and have happiness finally or you can push her away and continue on as you have been-lonely, afraid and heartbroken."

Beth placed her other hand on his other cheek and tiptoeing she kissed him softly on the lips. "I'll be waiting for you, but you need to stay behind a while longer. I know it hurts, and it's hard-but with her you'll find it easier to move forward and you'll find the happiness that was lost to us."

Daryl grabbed Beth tightly to him. "Beth, it was all my fault what happened…..I wasn't careful like I should have been…" he whispered brokenly.

Beth gently loosened his hold on her and leaned back to look up into his eyes. "Oh, Daryl, no. That was how it was supposed to happen. You met me to learn there are good people in this world. You lost me to learn to open up to those people and let yourself be loved by them. If none of that had happened you wouldn't be ready to meet her and take a step in a different and better direction."

Daryl shook his head stubbornly. "Don't leave," he pleaded.

Beth kissed him softly again on the lips and brushed his hair from his eyes. "It won't be that long, time will pass quickly if you choose to trust and love and let yourself be loved. I promise you'll be happy and when it's your time to leave I'll be waiting for you. I promise," she smiled softly at him and motioned for the woman to come stand beside Daryl. "Let her love you, Daryl, and let yourself love her."

Daryl turned to grab for Beth and realized she was gone. He clenched his fist and swore softly. Looking up he saw the woman walking towards the woods slowly, as if she were waiting for him to follow. She stopped and looked at him. "This is your choice, Daryl. You don't have to do anything you don't want to do. But I promise you, if you come with me your life will eventually be easier and happier. It'll take a little bit to get to that point, but you'll have me at your side going through the rough parts with you. It's your choice though." And she turned and stepped onto a path that led into the woods.

Daryl looked around him, at the smoke and flames burning the shack and his past to ashes. He was tired of being lonely-everyone else seemed to be making a life for themselves, finding people to share it with. He'd been lonely before, but he'd always had his brother to fall back on. Now Merle was long gone, as well as Beth-the person he'd started to think he could have a life with. He looked toward the path the woman had taken and realized if he waited much longer she'd disappear from his sight.

Daryl wiped at his face and realized it was wet from tears. He had let Beth down in life, he'd be damned if he let her down again-no matter if it was a dream. He shifted his crossbow across his shoulder and set off at a jog toward the path the woman had started down. "Wait up!" he hissed as loudly as he dared. "Wait for me!"
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Chapter 6

Seeing that Daryl had settled down and was sleeping quietly, she stood up to go back to her room. As she turned to go, she heard a noise and turned back to look at him. To her surprise his eyes were open and he was gazing at her intently.

"Don't go," he rasped. She shook her head in bewilderment, thinking he was confused from the pain medication. "Don't leave," he insisted. She hesitated, then sat back in the chair beside him. "I don't know your name," he continued hoarsely.

She reached for a glass of water and held it out for him while he drank greedily through the straw. "My name's Leanora," she said softly. "You probably don't remember much about what happened…" she began.

Daryl shook his head and took a deep breath. "Only that you saved us from whatever the hell that crazy fucker was planning," he wheezed.

She nodded silently, waiting to see if he would say anything else.

"Thank you," he said softly. She leaned forward to hear him and was surprised when he grasped her free hand and held it tightly a moment, then released it. His eyes closed and his breathing slowed again.

She placed the glass back on the bedside table and gazed at Daryl thoughtfully. She sat back in her chair and decided to stay at his bedside, just in case he awoke again.


End file.
